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borhood, and the kids nearby were toughies. At a time my mother
could hardly pay the grocery bills, she wangled me a membership
in an exclusive country club, and every afternoon I would walk two
miles to get there. No bus fare, I didn't have much fun. I had the
feeling the other kids, those with successful fathers and pocket
money, suspected me of wanting to cadge ice-cream cones and soft
drinks from them. On my birthdays Gertrude would arrange for
the sons of her college classmates to be transported from way across
town to my party. Half the time my father would show up and spoil
the occasion by making snide remarks about my guests and about
me.
Margaret's childhood was soft, but apparently she, too, was short
on companionship. She had a nurse until she was thirteen years old,
and she went to a girls' day school until she was ready for college.
She now has a few so-called friends who condescend to come to our
house because of her family's social connections. I don't enjoy Mar-
garet's friends—and their parties bore me. Our entertaining is an
even worse bore. We don't have buffet suppers at our house. The
table is laid with a lace cloth and our wedding china, gold-banded
Lenox, too delicate to be exposed to our dishwasher. I would prefer
informal pottery and the guests waiting on themselves, instead of
Margaret turning herself inside out to provide a sit-down dinner the
way her mother does.
Something always goes wrong when we entertain. At our last
party the sitter arrived late, and Margaret, busy in the kitchen
with the cook she'd hired for the evening, shooed the kids into the
living room where I was dispensing cocktails. You couldn't hear
yourself think for the uproar they made. When I tried to remove
Deborah from the scene, she screamed so loudly it's a wonder the
police didn't show up. I don't know how to handle Deborah, who
is now at the pudgy, unattractive stage and is stubborn as a mule.
A few minutes after I'd got Margaret to put Deborah in her bed-
room, the sitter appeared and took charge of the twins. Gregory
was jumping up and down on one end of our white sofa, ignoring
the guests seated at the other end. Robin was rubbing the wood-

